TI)emoJl lamentable Tragedie 

Ro. What Ladies that which doth enrich the hand" - 
Of yonder Knight? 
Ser. I know not fir. 

%$. O fhc doth teach the torches to burn brighfe 
It fecmes (he hangs vpon thexhecke of night: 
Asa rich Jewel in an Ethiops earc, 
Bewtie too rich for vfefor earth too deare: 
So fhowes a fnovvie Dou : trooping with CrowtSp 
A$ yonder Lady ore her fellowcs fhowes: 
Themeafure donc,lle watch herplace offtand* 
And touching hers,make bleflcd my rude hand. 
Did ray hart louc till now,forfwearc it fight, 
For I ncre fa w true bewtie till this night. 

Tibal. This by his vo) ce, fh - uld be a MomtA**** 
Fetch me my Rapier boy,what dares the flaue 
Come hither coucrd with an anticque face* 
To flecrc and (corne at our folcmnitic* 
Now by the ftocke and honor of my kin, 
To ftnkc him dead,Lhold it not a fin. 

Cap*. Why how now kinsman , wherefore ftorme 

Tib. Vncle, this is a CMoHtitagueom foe: (you fof 
A villaiac that is hither come in fpight, 
To fcorne at our folemnitic this nighe. 

Cup. Young Romeo is it. 

Ttb. Tishc,thatvillainc/J0W<w* 

Cap*. Content thee gentle Coze,lct hrai alone* 
A bcarcs him like a portly Gentleman: 
And to fay uvkih^Vcrona brags of him, 
To be a vertuous and welgouernd youthp 
I would not for the wealth of all this To vvne, 
Here in my houfe do him difparagemcnt : 
Therefore be paticnt,take no note of him, 
It is my will^the which if thou refpefr, 
Shew a fairc prefenccand put off thefe frownes* 
An illbefcemingfemblance for a feafh 

Zfk ■ It fo$ when fusha villamc is agueftj) 
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lie Mt endure him. 

Copt*. He fhall be endured- 
What goodman boy,I fay he fhaJJ,go too, 
Am thereafter here or you'go too, 
Youle not endure him,god fhall mend my tattle* 
Youlc make a mutinie among my guefts: 
You wil fet cock ahoopc,youle be the mam 

7*. Why Vncle, tis afharac. 

Cap*. Go too,go too, 
You are a fawcie boy, ift fo indeed? 85 
This rrick may chance to fcath you I know what. 
You mufl: contraric me,marric tis time, 
Well faid my hearts,you are a princox, go, 
Be quiet,or more lighe,more light for fhame, 

He cnakc you (juiet(wbat)chea rely, my hearts* 90 

7#. Patience perforcc,with wilfull choller meeting, 
Makes my flefli tremble in their different greeting: 
1 will withdraw,but this intrufion fhall 
Now fecming fweet,conuert to bittreft gall. Exit. 

Ro. Iflprophane with my vnworthicft hand, J 95 

This holy fhrincthc gentle fin is this, 
My lips two blufhing Py lgrims did readic ftand, 
Tofraoothe that rough touch with a tender kis. 

A. Good Pilgrim you do wrog your had too much 
Which mannerly deuocion fhowes in this, 
For faints haue hands, that Pilgrims hands, do tuch, ; 
Andpalme to palmc is holy Palmers kis. 

%o. Hauc not Saints lips and holy Palmers too? 

1*& I Pilgrim, lipsthat they muft yfe in prairc. 

Row. O then deare Saint,let lips do what hands do r 
They pray (grant thou) If art faith turne to difpaire. 

Ih. Saints do not moue,thogh grant for praiers fake* . 

Ro. Then moue not while my praiers effett 1 take* 
Thus from my lips,by thine my fin is purgd. 

Ih. The haue my lips the fin. that they Iwue tooke, 

%o. Sinfrom my lips,6 trefpas fwealy vrgd: Give: 


100 


105 


1 10 


